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There is a mystery in this process, for as Nancy Hale says, "Many an author will speak of writing, in his best work, more than he actually knows." C. Day-Lewis concludes, "I do not sit down at my desk to put into verse something that is already clear in my mind. If it were clear in my mind, I should have no incentive or need to write about it, for I am an explorer.... We do not write in order to be understood, we write in order to understand." FOR the writer, writing is a process, a way of seeing, of hearing what he has to say to himself, a means of discovering meaning. Most writers are compulsive about their methods of workthe writing hours, the special lapboard, the texture of the paper, the blackness of the ink, the grip of the pen. I believe this is, in part, because they feel a prim- I started to make notes on my clipboard, to play with ideas and words, the symbols of ideas, in order to discover their structure. Then I quickly committed myself to a first draft, letting myself go, dictating as fast as my wife can type on the IBM, angry when she asks about a pronoun reference or a comma-damn commas-because the words are coming fast, and I'm trying to see where they are going. This is no time for syntax. Dictating, writing with a pen, typing-there is little difference for me at this stage of the writing process. I'm trying to keep up with the flow of ideas, with the chain reaction which results from one word striking another word. I let the writing run, trying to discover its dimensions, its limits, its natural form. For more than a week I kept picking the article up, fiddling with it, and putting it aside, until this morning when, in spite of other priorities, I had to dictate it again, from the beginning.
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It changed as I wrote it. For example, I put the insert in here which I had planned for the first page but was shut out somehow by the rush of the writing. I still ask myself, should this fit here, or does it need to be said earlier that the writer does, of course, usually start out thinking he knows where he is going? The professional writer spends hours, days, even years prewriting, taking careful aim, getting ready, and he is often a compulsive outliner. But he has learned to accept the mercurial conditions of discovery once he begins to write. On the page he experiences happy accidents: the unexpected word gives the poet insight, the character acts independent of the novelist and reveals the story to the writer, the historical trend comes clear under the historian's pen.
Naturally the writer is irritated, made impatient, even frightened by these mutinous sentences. He hurls crumpled pages across the room, slashes ink through words, amputates and transplants paragraphs as he tries to capture and control his own words so that he will discover his own ideas. The writer usually has an audience in mind. It may be a well-calculated audience, for he may recognize he has something to say which other people need or want to know, but his sense of audience may also come from a gut faith that by writing what he is discovering about life he will expose himself to others who will recognize what he feels as truth. The writer has faith in himself, in the exploration of what is him, finding objectivity through subjectivity. As Robert Motherwell has said of art, "The more anonymous a work, the less universal, because in some paradoxical way we understand the universal through the personal."
Trying to capture abstractions, the writer hungers for the concrete. He continually seeks the specific revealing act, quotation, statistic which will enable him to nail down and therefore communicate an idea or feeling. The helicopter pilot in Vietnam jams Vicks in his nostrils to shut out the smell of death, and the writer hoards specifics which spark in his readers the "shock of recognition" and complete the are of communication.
Knowing that form is meaning, the writer seeks a design for his writing. Ernest Hemingway said, "Prose is architecture, not interior decoration." And the writer, obsessed with chaos, has a psychological need to tell himself stories, to find an order in the universe symbolized through the artist's form. The writer's belief in form-the scientific theory, the sonnet, the history, the novel-is testimony of his faith that there can be order in the world, and the form which evolves in the process of writing in itself stands as meaning. Composer Anton Webern stated, "To live is to defend a form." That dark New England poet, Robert Frost, said, "When in doubt there is always form for us to go on with.... The background is hugeness and confusion shading away from where we stand into black and utter chaos.... To me any little form I assert upon it is ... to be considered for how much more it is than nothing." He also called the poem "a momentary stay against confusion." The writer, first, is a seeker of forms.
The writer, however, not only has to find a subject, an audience, specifics, a form, he has to commit himself to the blank page. He writes to discover, with surprise, disappointment and pride, what he has written. How little he knows of what he thought he knew; how much he knows that he didn't know he knew.
He begins to discover what he has said and, therefore, what he has to say by subjecting himself to his own critical eye, and perhaps the eyes of others who are not blinded by maternity. Now deeply involved in the process of writing he redefines his subject, seeks better specifics, perfects his form-researching, restructuring, rethinking, rewriting-seeking through these perpetual reconsiderations his own meaning.
T last he edits, engaged in a personal struggle with language. Mark Twain reportedly said that "The dif- Your world is the universe you can describe by using your own eyes, listening to your own voice-finding your own style. We write to explore the constellations and galaxies which lie unseen within us waiting to be mapped with our own words. Now, as I come to the end of this article, still another private experiment with the process of writing, I begin to see, like a photograph slowly evolving in the developer-shadow turning into line-what I have to say because I have dared to try to say it. I have learned about the process of discovery in writing, by writing. But once said, the job is never done, for writing is never final. The writer goes on writing to discover, explore, and map the evolution of his personal worlds of inner space.
Lookin' In by Floyd L. Bergman
The class told me they were making an underground film, but this is ridiculous!
